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PREFACE. 



In bringing the present unpretending little volume before 
the Public, the Author deems it necessary to say a few 
words by way of Apology and Explanation ; of Apology, 
that one so young (for the Poems were written between 
the ages of 15 and 17) should thus venture to obtrude 
his early efforts on the attention of a discriminating 
public ; — of Explanation, that several minor pieces having 
met with kind approval; his Friends are desirous of 
seeing a larger collection in the form of a Volume. 
He, therefore craves indulgence for these results of 
holiday rambles, and recreations from severer studies, 
and only trusts that the pleasure derived from his own 
crude efforts may lead others to the realisation of the 
truth of Coleridge's words, "that Poetry is truly its 
own exceeding great reward, if it but leads to the 
formation of the habit of seeking to discover the good, 
and the beautiful, in all that meets and surrounds us." 

Treverhyn Vicarage, near St, Atistelly 
Cornwall, 1874. 
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THE 
BARON OF BORROWDALE. 

A BALLAD. 



The Baron dwelt in his Castle gray, 

The Baron of Borrowdale, 
And he owned the land both far and near, 

The hills, and the winding vale. 



His beautifal wife long years before 
Was laid in the kirkyard green : 

But first she bore him a lovely maid. 
The fair Lady Emmeline, 



The gentle step of whose sylph-like form 

Fell as soft as fleecy snow. 
Or soft as a summer sunbeam falls 

On the silver sea below. 
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Now Lad J Emmeline was beloved 
Bj manj a knight and true ; 

But the (me, I ween, she loved the best. 
Was Sir John, Knight of Buccleugh. 



For he loved her more than all the rest 
Of the Knights so brave and gaj ; 

For his was a true and lasting love, 
A love that would ne'er decay. 



But the Baron hated brave Sir John 
With a deep and deadly hate ; 

And when he knew of his daughter's love 
His anger arose thereat. 



And thus he addressed his daughter dear 
With furious words, and said : 

'^ Ne'er speak to Sir John of love again, 
'' For ye twain shall never wed. 
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" And if this Knight of the North Country 
" Should speak of his love to you, 

" I will follow him the wide world o'er 
" And surely he shall it rue." 



Thus having spake, he hurried away 

In a wild and frantic mood, 
And wandered on thro' the spacious haUs, 

And mused in his solitude. 



But EmmeHne fled to her inmost boVr, 
With her load of grief and woe ; 

And there she shed her sorrowfol tears, 
That none might her sorrow know. 



And there she sat, till the summer sun 
Was shedding a softer ray, 

Before it sank to its soothing sleep 
And bade adieu to the day. 
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Anon she rose with a heavy heart 
And fled from her boVr awaj. 

And quickly called her little foot page. 
Her page so blithesome and gay. 



" Come hither to me, my own foot page, 
" Come hither to me I pray ; 

'' For thou mnst ride, my lover to see, 
" Who dwelleth so fax away." 



Then in obeyance of this conunand 
The page on his bended knee, 

Eiss'd her fair and her lily white hand 
And waited her sweet decree. 



" Now haste thee away, mine own foot page, 

<< My page so trusty and true ; 
" And swiftly ride on thy dappled grey 

" To the lands of dark Buccleugh, 



y Google 



THE BABON OP BOBROWDALB. 



" And tell Sir John that my father stem 
" With furious words has said, 

" That ne'er again must I speak to him 
" And that we shall never wed. 



" That if he e'er ventures to address 
" His loved Emmeline so true, 

" He will follow him the wide world o'er 
" And surely he shall it rue. 



" Now haste thee away, my little foot page, 
" My page so trusty and true ; 

'' And mount thy horse, and hasten away 
" To the lands of dark Buccleugh." 



Then leapt the page his fiery steed 
And rode thro' the castle keep ; 

Th' horizon shone with a purple tint, 
For the sun was fall'n asleep. 
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And on he sped with his noble steed 

O'er hill and flowery dale^; 
Now climbing the heath-dad mountain side. 

Now galloping thro' the vale. 



For his coarser iswift outsMpp'd the wind 

When it flies in wild career 
Over woodland green and moorland bleak, 

Outstripping the fleetest deer. 



And when the glittering hoert of stars 
Illumin'd the flelds of blue, 

He gallop'd within the castle keep, 
The Castle of dark Buodeugh. 



Straightway dismounting his diarger wild 
He sought out the gallant Knight, 

And found him wand'ring the ramparts o'er 
In the pale moon's sily'ry light. 
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'^ May God preserve thee, thou gallant Ejiight, 
'' Tlie honour of dark Bxtccleugh ! 

'' My mistress the Lady Emmeline, 
" Has sent this message to you : 



** Be careful ! be careful, good Sir John ! 

" For my angry father said, 
" That ne'er again must I speak to you, 

" And that we shall never wed ! 



' That if you e'er venture to address 
" Tour lov'd Emmeline so true ; 

' He will follow you the wide world o'er, 
" And surely thou shalt it rue ! " 



Then boldly outspoke that noble Enight, 
That Knight so gallant and true ; 

" Come, haste with me, thou little foot page 
" From the Castle of dark Buccleugh ! 
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'' And mouiit we coursers swift as the wind, 

" And ride over hill and vale, 
'* Until we come to the Castle lone, 

" The Castle of Borrowdale." 



Straightway thej sprang on their coursers swift, 

And sped over hill and vale, 
And soon thej came to the lordly hall 

Of the Baron of Borrowdale ; 



The pale stars shone in their homes on high, 
And the lovely Queen of Night 

The castle bathed and dark green trees 
With a flood of silv'ry light. 



BiBmonnting quickly their noble steeds 
They enter'd the castle keep • 

In silence dread ; for the inmates all 
Were hush'd in a death-like sleep. 
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Now the lovely Lady Emmeline 

Sat in her bower alone, 
And thither hasten'd with rapid steps 

The most valiant Knight Sir John, 



Who gently tapp'd at her window-pane 
And said : " Come hither my dove, 

Come hither to me, my own, my life, 
For I am thy own true love ! " 



Then in the pale moon's silv'ry smile 
She came to the window-pane. 

And smiled with a sweet and joyous smile 
As the sun shines after rain. 



" Come, hasten away with me, my love. 
With me, your lover so true," 

And we will leave this Castle so gray 
Away in the distant blue ! " 
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" O dear Sir John ! " fair Emmeline said, 

" I will fly with thee awaj, 
And leave this Castle long weary miles 

Before the first dawn of day." 



And opening wide her bower door, 
She lightly tripp'd o'er the green ! 

Sure never such a lady before 
Was gazed on by mortal eyne ! 



And mounting her palfrey then and there, 
(Sir John on his charger gay,) 

On, on they rode through the Castle keep, 
And silently fled away. 



But one there was in that castle gray 
Not hushed in a balmy sleep. 

Who heard the tread of horses hoofs 
As they gallop'd past the keep ; 
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Who rose and 'woke the Baron from sleep 
And said, " Arise from thy bed ; 

For thy lovely daughter Emmeline 
With the Knight Sir John has fled 1 " 



Then from his couch the Baron arose 

And went to the festive hall, 
And there he summoned his gallant Knights, 

He summoned them one and all. 



" To horse and away, my noble Knights," 

The sorrowful Baron said, 
" For my dearest daughter Emmeline 

With the Knight Sir John has fled ! 



** To horse and away, nor stop, nor stay. 
But gallop with might and main 

Until ye rescue fair Emmeline, 
And bring her safe home again ! " 
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And speaking thus he mounted his steed, 
His gallant Knights did the same, 

And away they fled o'er hill and dale, 
And seour'd the moon-lit plain. 



At last they spied the gallant Sir John 

And the Lady Emmeline, 
Swiftly galloping over the ground, 

Beside the meadows so green ! 



Theli each one patted his courser's neck 
To urge him more swiftly on, 

And slightly loosen'd his bridle rein ; 
A poor steed there was not one. 



Fair Emmeline heard the tramp of hoofs 
And thus to Sir John did say : 

" My father's Knights are following us 
flee for thy life away ! " 
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Boldly outspoke the gallant Sir John, 
" There's no chance left us to fly ; 

I would I were in my castle keep 
I'd then their power defy ! 



But never fear, my Emmeline dear, 
Bide close along by my side, 

Fpr I will guard thee with life itself 
Should evil fortune betide ! " 



He blew a blast on his bugle horn, 
A blast so loud and so shrill. 

That soon he saw his own merry men 
Come galloping o'er the hill. 



On, on they came, with might and with main, 
Their chargers proudly prancing ; 

Their bumish'd shields, and glittering spears 
In the moon's light were glancing. 



C 
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On, on they came, troop upon troop, 
As waves of the dark green sea. 

Chasing each other rank upon rank 
In wild and merrisome glee. 



And drawing up in battle array 
They stood by their gallant Lord 

And waited the hostile band's approach 
With shield and glittering sword. 



" Charge, noble Knights " Sir John exclaimed, 

Hastening on the fight ; 
" But many of us I greatly fear 

Will be slain ere morning's light ! " 



Then on they rode to the bloody fray j 
As a mountain torrent red 

Bushes o'er rocks and boulders gray^ 
Overflowing its natural bed. 
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And as here and there the seething waves 
With mingled commotion roar, 

And in their mad fary lash the rocks 
And sprinkle with foam the shore, 



So they contended with anger dread, 

And many were wounded sore ; 
Blood streamed on the ground, and friend and foe 

Were dying 'mid ruthless war ! 



Some uttered pray'rs with their dying lips ; 

Some with their failing breath 
Talked of their wives and children dear. 

And sternly smiled in death. 



But the last who in the battle fell. 
And with valour met his death, 

Was brave Sir John — a more valiant Knight 
Ne'er breathed this mortal breath ! 
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The battle ceased and o'er hill and plain 
The moon with a tearful eye 

Shone on the warriors sleeping in death 
Beneath the star-spangled sky. 



And the dank dew fell o'er hill and vale^ 
The moon slid behind a cloud. 

And a silvery mist, the tears of night, 
Engirt the earth with a shrond. 



When Emmeline knew Sir John was slain 

She silently sigh'd a sigh, 
And rush'd amongst the dying and dead 

To where her lover did lie. 



And there she espied him, erst so gay, 
Enwrapt in his last long sle^ ; 

She neither cried nor ttttered a word, 
Her sorrow it was so deep ! 
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But tear drops stood in her mournful eyes, 

And oh ! she bitterly sigh'd, 
" As thou art dead, I will follow thee," 

And yielding her breath she died ! 



The Baron rode o'er the battle-field, 
And among the corpses there 

He spied a delicate female form — 
It was his Emmeline fair ! 



And there she lay on the cold gray earth 
Whilst the stars their watch did keep, 

Enrob'd in her native loveliness, 
Like a lily fall'n asleep. 



And, slowly a*down the Baron's cheek 
The glistening tear drops ran. 

And homeward he held his weary way 
A lonely heart-broken man. 



y Google 



18 THE POPPY AND THE PIHFEBNEL. 

THE 
POPPY AND THE PIMPERNEL. 



A proud and flaunting Poppy grew 

Within the yellow com, 
The rustle of the golden ears 

Made music night and mom. 
Beside this gaudy flower dwelt 

A lonely Pimpernel, 
The humble man's barometer 

Which tells the weather well. 



Once on a bright September day 
(No cloud pass'd o'er the sky) 

The bright and scarlet Poppy wav'd 
Its proud head merrily, 
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And thus address'd tlie Pimpernel 
With haughty words and said, 

" My humble Mend, don't you admire 
This gorgeous suit of red ? " 



" Am I not a splendid flower 

As any one can see, 
Now tell me, modest Pimpernel, 

Do you not envy me ? " 
The dark-ey'd Pimpernel replied 

With accents soft and low, 
" O Poppy, I am satisfied 

To live without this show " — 



" I strive to be of use to all 
Pointing out the weather. 

But, O Poppy, thou art useless 
As a breeze-borne feather ! " 

The Poppy blushed a deeper red 
And angrily spoke he — 
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" I live a life of pleasure 
And for ever will be free — " 



" I labour not for any one 

But spend my life in glee, 
And for the future, Pimpernel, 

Ne'er speak again to me." 
Next day the Farmer view'd the field, 

The harvest men they came, 
And the proud and haughty flower 

Fell with the ripen'd grain. 

MORAL. 

From this we see proud haughtiness 
At length will have a fall. 

But modest, true, and sterling worth 
Will triumph over all ! 
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RESIGNATION. 



SuEBLY during life's short day 

There will come both grief and sorrow ; 
Then, as we take our destin'd way, 

In each trial let us borrow 

Comfort from above ! 



As we journey on our path 

Billows rough and dark will rend us ; 
meet the waves with humble faith ; 

Eefuge of our souls defend us 

With thine arm of love ! 



y Google 



22 BESIGNATION. 



Meet the wild wave's foamy crest 
With meek, resign'd and lowly heart, 

And in his hands leave all the rest 
Who guides us by his heavenly chart 
Securely homeward ! 



Then a brighter light shall shine, 
A sheeny light at eventide, 

A light serene, clear, and divine, 
A light to guide us to the side 

Of the spotless Lamb. 
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SONG. 



Soft and low, 
Soft and low, 
The breezes blow 
From o'er the dark blue sea ; 
The waves chant a song. 
As I walk along, 
And the son shines merrily ; 
Its gold light laves 
The white-tipp'd waves. 
Which gleam like a crystal sea. 



All alone. 
All alone, 
The breezes moan 
And sigh themselves to sleep ; 
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SOKO. 



The murm'ring waves 

All find their graves 
On the shore of the angry deep ; 

The sea, for them 

A requiem 
Doth ever fondly keep. 
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THE CHURCHYARD YEW. 



I sat beneath the Churchyard Yew, 
The graves around me lay, 

And the last beams of Pheebus' car 
Were fading fast away. 



All, all was still. No boisterous throng 
With accents loud and rude 

Disturbed the sleep of those who lay 
In their lone solitude. 



The green grass wav'd above their graves, 

Th' everlastling flower'd, 
The petals of the fragant rose 

Upon their graves lay shower'd. 
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No Btoried monuments were rear'd 
Above their resting-place 

Tliej died indeed as they had liy'd 
And trusted to God's grace ! 



May no pretentious monument 

My memory renew. 
And after life may I be laid 

Beneath the Churchyard Yew. 
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FAITH. 



Tho' heay'ns extended dome is mantled o'er 
With one continuous cloak of leaden clouds, 
And dark the day : yet still the gentle Lark, 
Soaring on airy wings above the world, 
Pours forth one sweet melodious song of praise, 
And ever soaring heavenward, at length, 
From mortal vision disappears. 



So when this life is dark with many clouds. 
Do thou my soul, steer heavenward thy course. 
Borne on the angel-wings of simple faith. 
And soar above the sorrows of this world 
To that continuing land of Peace and Love 
Where happy spirits dwell ! 
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TRANSLATION FROM HORACE. 



Book 4. Ode 8. 



Weaby winter's storms have fled. 
Green foliage decks the trees. 

The earth arises from the dead. 
And 'mid the flowery leas 

The winding streamlets glide along 

And charm the ear with varied song. 



The naked Grace with sisters twain 
And the woodland nymphs so sweet 

Lead joyous dances o'er the plain 
And with gaily tripping feet 



y Google 



TRANSLATION FROM HORACE. 29 



Strike the flower be-dappled ground 
Keeping time to soft Music's sound. 



The yeax and the hour hurry on — 

The short and delightful day, 
And teaches us that not for long 

We dwell in mortal clay, 
For ev'ry day, and year, and hour 
We feel the strength of Time's dread power. 



Wild winter winds are dead and gone, 
Soothing zephyrs softly sigh, 

Sweet Summer drives the Spring along 
Then fruitful Autumn draweth nigh 

Laden with fruit and golden grain 

Then dreary Winter comes again. 
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SINCERITY. 



Like a calm crystal stream Sincerity 

Winds peacefully its way tlirough all the bends 

And curves of base dishonesty of mind : 

And, as the flowing river gently glides 

Pure, and unspotted, bright and un defiled 

From all around it ; so Sincerity 

At last flows onward to the sea of Truth. 
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HOME. 



Tho' yeaxB, long jeaxs have passed away 

Yet still I faintly see 
That dear and fondly cherished spot 

Th' abode of infancy. 
Home ! at that sweet and magic word 

What hidden thoughts arise ; 
And when my mem'ry turns to them 
The tear drops dim mine eyes. 



Tho' years, long years have pass'd away 

I still (in fancy) see 
The places where in childhood's days 

I sported merrily — 
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T'was there — beneath the spreading Oaks 
Beside that ancient wood — 

T'was there, when I was but a boy 
I mus'd in solitude — 



The green fields and the verdant plains, 

The laughing rivulet, 
The open downs — the lofty hills — 

I never can forget ! 
Tho' all these bright and pleasant scenes 

Are hastening to decay 
Yet in my mind, I picture them, 

And dream myself away. 
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THE HINDU MAID. 



There is a pretty yet fanciful sentiment in the practice of the 
yonng Eastern girls, who test the fate of their absent loved ones 
by launching a lighted Lamp on the bosom of the Ganges and 
other rivers. The following lines were suggested by an 
Illustration in the October Ko. of the "Art Journal" for 1873. 



'TwAS on a summer's night in June 
The sun had set, the birds did tune 
Their sweetest melody, and yet 
'Twas crimson where the sun had set : 
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Night came on, and tlie balmj breeze 
So gently luU'd the leafy trees ; 
The wand'ring river in its course 
Broke forth in murmurs wild and hoarse, 



And songsters blithe, in forests near, 
Warbled their woodnotes wild and clear. 
As by the river's side I stray'd 
I saw approach a Hindii maid. 



In her hand a lamp she carried ; 
At the river's bank she tarried ; 
And then, into the river plac'd 
The lighted lamp with timid haste. 



Then knelt, and to kind Buddha pray'd 
With sinking heart, and thus she said, 
" Buddha ! you who always hear 
The mourner's grief and lover's pray'r, 
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Hearken ! both watch and guard for me 
Mj lamp whicli flickers fitfully : 
O let the flame bum on ; and may 
My lover's heart prove true to me ! " 



Thus having pray'd, in faith she knelt 
And watched the lamp wbich she had sent 
Upon the river. For reply 
A star appeared far up the sky, 



The star of Hope, whereby she knew 
Her absent lover would prove true ; 
For true love is not bom on earth 
In heav'n its holy flame has birth. 
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LIFE'S REGRETS. 



Why mourn the paat, 

The bygone days? 
Time will at last 

Bemove the maze 
And make all seen ; 

As the rising sun 
With golden sheen 

Sends one by one 
The shades of night 

To dark decay, 
And crimson'd light 

Proclaims the day ! 
Brave heart, hope on; 

Eenew the fight; 
Tho' sad and lone 

May be thy plight: 
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Some fearfiil strife 

We each must bear; 
The land of Life, 

Beyond the air, 
Where the sweet song 

Of glorious praise 
The Martyr throng 

For ever raise. 
At length we see 

Oh then, the strife 
In victory 

O'er death and life 
Its end has found. 
, 'Till then, our song 
In life's dull round 

Is "Lord! how long?" 



y Google 



38 TBAN8LATI0N FBOM HOBACE. 



TRANSLATION FROM HORACE. 



Ode 9. Book 3. 



Horace, — When I alone was dear to thee 
And no more favor'd youth 
Entwin'd his arms around thy neck 

I liv'd a King in truth. 
Happier and joyous far 
Then the Persian Princes are. 



Lydia. — As long as thou esteem'd me dear 
And ChloD was unknown, 
I Lydia of distingaish'd name 

Liv'd but for thee alone : 
Far more eminent and gay 
Than the Boman Ilia. 
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Horace, — Now the Cretan Chlce charms me 
Skiird in soft music's sigh, 
A mistress of the rounded lyre 

For whom I'd dare to die 
If the Fates would only roll 
The lots for her my other soul. 



Lydia, — The son of Thracian Ornithus 

Consumes my heart well-nigh 
Wit^ a flame of mutual love, 
For whom I hvice would die 
If the Fates would only give 
That ray darling boy should live. 



Horace. — What if our ancient love returns 

Uniting us once more 
With ever firm and brazen yoke 

As in the days of yore ! 
What if Chloe's sent away 
That Lydia may return straightway ! 
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Lydia. — Altho' he* a brighter than a star ; 
You, of more levity 
Than lightest cork^ and passionate 

As th' Adriatic Sea, 
Gladly would I live with thee ! 
Gladly would I die with thee ! 
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STANZAS. 



The greatest pleasure that we have 
How soon dbes it haste away 

Just as the mists of morning fade 
Before the bright " G-od of Day." 



The world for me has now no charms 
With its bright and verdant meads : 

The richest flowers e'en that bloom 
Are nothing to me but weeds. 



The blushing rose, the daisy fair 

Droop low their heads for me : 
The gray clouds weep, the wild winds moan, 

Pitying my misery ! 
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When I am dead and laid in earth 
The flowers will still bloom on, 

And not one single heart on earth 
Will think of him that is gone. 



Yet o'er my grave the grass will grow> 
And the field-flower bend its head,. 

And the wild wind that wanders hy 
Will sigh for him that is dead. 
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THE WAVELETS* SONG. 



I stood upon a rocky steep 

That overlooked the sounding sea ; 
The ocean roU'd beneath my feet 

In all its proud immensity. 



(The golden sun had fall'n asleep, 
Beneath the purple western wave, 

And slowly o'er the changing deep 
Dull sable night liis chariot drave. 



Anon the pale-£ac'd Queen of Night 
Serenely shone with silv'ry hue, 

Bathing with quiv'ring threads of light 
The broad expanse of waters blue.) 
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My heart was sad ; I did not know 
The reason of my fitful fears, 

It was a kind of weary woe 
That lay too deep for " scalding tears." 

And as I stood enwrapt in thought 
Beside the gleaming moonlit sea 

The wavelets with sweet music fraught 
Sang seemingly a song to me. 

" If thy life be sad and weary, 
If thy path be daifk and dreary. 
If all thy dearest friends are dead, 
If all thy fondest hopes are fled. 

Yet ne'er repine ! " 

" Fr^sh courage take, renew the strife 
And battle 'gainst the cares of life, 
For soon they all shall flee away 
As misis before the God of Day, 

Eest shall be thine ! " 
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A DREAM OF OTHER DAYS. 



'TwAS a wild, weird spot, yet just the place 

Where poets love to dream, 
Secluded midst the woodland ways 

Beside a babbling stream 
That slowly wound its winding course 

Adown the verdant vale 
'Mongst boulders crown'd with golden gorse — 

Or flow'r be-dappled dale. 



A granite bridge with ivy clad. 
Above the streamlet stood : 

Beneath, the murmurs soft and sad 
Disturb'd the solitude. 
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'Twas STimmer time, a maiden fair 
In beauty's garb array'd 

Stood idly on the bridge, and there 
She sat her down, and stayed. 



And gazed upon the rippling stream. 

Thinking of by-gone days, 
When with her love in life's young dream 

She trod those woodland ways : 
When they together talked of love 

And mingled sigh with sigh 
Whilst list'ning to the brooding dove 

In some green fir-tree nigh. 



# 



When whisper'd they the last " Farewell ' 

At sunset's sacred hour. 
Whilst even then the leafy dell 

Shone with a crimson'd show'r 
Of mellow'd light soft and serene 

That hasten'd into shade 
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Before the pale moon's silv'ry beam, 
As corn before the blade. 



But oh ! how alter'd is it now ! 

That dream of life is fled — • 
Cold is her true love's marble brow 

A coffin is his bed ; 
She murmurs not, yet breathes a pray'r 

To God on suppliant knee 
That He would of His goodness li^ar 

And soothe her misery ! 



y Google 



48 THE A8PEK. 



THE ASPEN. 



When Christ, the holy One of God, 

SuflTer'd on Calvaxy 
And niade*atonement with His blood 

That sinners might be free, 



The forest trees with one accord 
Quiver'd and shook with grief; 

But the Aspen, proud and haughty, 
Not even mov'd one leaf. 



Then our blessed Saviour said 
" Aspen thou shalt quiver 

And stand an everlasting mark 
Of thy Lord's displeasure ! " 
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" When other trees are motionless 
And there is no wild breeze. 

Thy stately boughs. Oh Aspen tree ! 
Shall shake their dark green leaves ! " 



Tho' a^ on a^ has passed away 
Since that dread word was said, 

Yet still the Aspen quiyers on 
But ne'er bows down its head. 
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A FADED FLOWER. 



She sat lier down at evening's hour 

Beside an open draw'r 
And took therefrom a faded flow'r, 

A flower and nothing more. 



A tiny Moss-rose dry and sere, 
With all its beauty fled, 

Tet she esteem'd it doubly dear 
In mem'ry of the dead. 



And as she viewed the little flow'r 
Her eyes grew dim with tears : 

For it recaird one happy hour 
From out the vanished years. 
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It ca'rried her back to cMldhood, 

A brief but happy day, 
When all her hopes were in the bud 

And winter far away. 



It brought her back sweet summer days, 

Long rambles o'er the leas, 
Whisp'rings at eve, and long delays 

Beneath the spreading trees. 



It brought her back a grave grass-grown 

Beneath a Cypress tree, 
With here and there a Lily strown 

In type of purity. 



It only was a faded flow'r 

That dimm'd her eyes with tears, 
A wither'd wraith, that had the pow'r 

Of bringing back lost years ! 
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'Tis strange indeed^ but yet a song. 

Or tress of golden hair. 
Will wake sad thoughts that' hare Cor long 

Lain hid in Mem^r/s lair. 
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TRANSLATION FROM HORACE. 



Odb 16. Book 5. 



YoTT who are endow'd with courage 

Oast off unmanly woe, 
And sail bejond the Tuscan shore 

Where freer breezes blow. 



The encircling ocean waits us : 
Let us seek happjr lands, 

And isles that yearly yield the com 
TTnsown by mortal hands : 
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Where flourishes the leafy vine 
XJnprun'd by mortal blade, 

Where neTer-failing olives grow 
Yielding their joyous shade : 



Where fig-trees bend with purple fruit : 

Where liquid honies flow 
From out the hollow gnarl'd oak-trees 

And bathe the earth below : 



Where gentle rills with gliding feet 
From mountain sides descend, 

And wander to the changing sea 
Where all their murmurs end. 



There, in that land, the she-goats come 

Unbidden to the pail, 
And ey'ry night the herd returns 

With teats that never £eu1. 
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l^or does the bear, at eyentide, 
Growl fiercely round the fold, 

Nor does the pois'nous viper dwell 
In valley^ or in wold. 



We shall be happy, and admire 
The ever verdant plains 

That wat'ry Eurus ne'er destroys 
"With its excessive rains. 



Nor are the fertile grains of com 
Parch'd in the burnt up land, 

Both heat and cold are ever rul'd 
By the Olympian's hand. 



The Pine plank hath not hither steer'd 

With an Argoan oar, 
Nor has the Colchian infEimous 

Ere trod the sacred shore. 



y Google 



56 TRANSLATION FROM HORACE. 



Here the Sidonian manners 
Their prows have never tom'd, 

Nor the brave XJlyssean crew 
That every danger spnm'd. 



Here in this land the lowing herds 
Browse freely o'er the leas, 

The raging madness of no star 
Affects with dire disease. 



All-pow*rful Jove designed these lands 

E'en for a pious race 
Before the glorious golden age 

Was first alloyed with brass. 



Which brazen age in after time 

Was hardened iron by, 
Who flight is granted to the just 

By this my prophecy. 
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THE ORIGIN OF THE ROSE. 



The foUowing was snggested bj reading the works of Bapin, 
a French Jesuit, who lived in the 17th oentoxy. 



Is Ephyra^B regal city 

Beside the raging sea 
The royal Queen Bodanihe reign'd 

With law and equity : 
Her speaking eyes with beauty rare 

£clips*d the God of Day ; 
Her fiu)e was &ir and very fiur, 

Its beauty none could say. 
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Anon three royal princes came 

To seek her heart and hand : 
All powerful potentates were they, 

Most mighty in the land. 
But the royal Queen fiodanthe 

Eefus'd those princes three, 
And then with hasty steps she fled 

To Dian's sacristy. 



The princes followed after her — 

Stirr'd up with anger dread — 
A.nd an nnnumber'd multitude 

With noisy clamour said : 
'^ Down with Diana's moniunent 

From off its sculptur'd stand ; 
For Bodanthe is the fairest 

In all the Grecian land." 



Apollo heard the impious words, 
And by his stem decree 
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The fair Eodanthe was transform'd 

Into a red Eose-tree. 
The wrathful God these princes chang'd 

To beautous butterflies 
Which ever fondly hover round 

The object which they prize. 



The blushing Eose is now the Queen 

Of ev'ry race of flow'rs 
Which blossoms in the verdant plains, 

Or midst the rustling bow'rs : 
Her subjects even now protect 

And guard her from the foe, 
For the sharp thorns around her limbs 

This old tradition shew. 
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OLD AGE. 



Alas! mj joutli bas ever fled, 

Mj fondest dreams and hopes are dead, 

Old age is .coming on apace : 

The tottering step — ^the wrinkled £elc^ 

And whiten'd locks of silver-graj 

Portend the close of Life's short daj. 
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SONG. 



'Ti8 sweet to wander by the wild sea shore 

On a smiling summer's day ; 
To list to the song of the murmuring waves, 

To list to the words they say, 
And watch the billows, one by one, 
For ever proudly marching on. 



'Tis passing sweet to hear the laughing bells 
Bing out from an old Church*tower 

When all the bright and joyous earth is full 
Of the sunsets dying pow'r, 

When nature's voice is hush'd and still 

Save the ever-tinkling rill. 
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But sweeter far than the murmuring' waves 
Or wild music from the Tower, 

To list to the Nightingale's thrilling song 
At the twilight's sacred hour 

When Phoebus leaves his golden Car 

And sweetly shines the Vesper Star. 
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SIMILE. 



Mak is like a short-lived flower 
That grows within a leafy bow'r 
Nouri^h'd by the healing pow'r 
Of smiling sun, and tepid show'r. 



The flow'ret blooms with blossoms gay, 
(Its charms increasing day by day) 
Soon Winter comes with icy sway 
And flow'r and blossoms fside away. 



Its roots remain, tho' buried low, 
Beneath the winding sheet of snow. 
And when smiling iSpring shall flow, 
The roots again their strength will show ! 
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Man lives, bj God's own smile caressed : 
Man dieSy obeying Death's behest : 
Man lives again, with angel's blest, 
Within the Home of- Peace and Best. 
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CHAKADE. 



My first throws its mantle of darkness o'er all, 
And casts ebon gloom as a funeral pall ; 
The solemn Owl hoots, and the Bat flaps its wings 
Eound the haunted Tower where the Ivy clings. 



Oh ! how grateful the sight when weary and worn 
The poor Eastern traveller, footsore and torn. 
Spies mjr secmid far off, with fresh hope plods on : 
Ah ! 'tis but a mirage, — 'twas there — but 'tis gone ! 



But onward poor pilgrim ! the plain is in view 
With its flowers and berries of every hue ; 
Take, eat, and refresh thy worn powers with food. 
Here are berries of red, and of yellow so good. 



y Google 



66 CHABADE. 



The ricli fruit he gathers, and gathers again, 

But his outstretched hand drops, he totters with pain ; 

For poison so deadly deprives him of life, 

And my ivhole quickly ends the poor pilgrim's strife. 



Ans. : NiaHTSHADE. 
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ENIGMA 



ON THE LETTEE A. 



Without me no woman would e'er be complete ; 

But tho' I am part of her, still I've no feet. 

A man without me you could make nothing of 

But still for that reason you've no need to scoff. 

I'm an article used each day by us all, 

And without me there ne'er would be great or small. 

I'm in rabbits and hares ; in fact it is plain 

Without me you never could have any game. 

Without my assistance there ne'er would be cats 

And if I were absent (O blessing) no rats ! 

I dwell in the warmth, but ne'er sit by the fire, 

Tho' often in anger, I never feel ire. 

I'm e'er out of spirits, tho' in health and ease. 

In all pleasure take part, tho' oft-times I tease. 
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You must seek me in apples, oranges, pears ; 

You'll find me in theatres, dances, and fairs. 

I sit at your board, in your meat, ale, and bread. 

And always am present in all that is said : 

I have long dwelt in France, tbo' England's my home 

And from this pleasant land I never will roam. 

Ha.ve I puzzled your head? well! you'll find me 

there ; 
For I always dwell in the darkest black hair. 
And now then, " Good bye," for I've no more to say, 
Except that I'm always " at home " in the day. 
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SONG. 



flowers, flowers, beautiful flowers, 

Ye are radiant smiles, that Nature showers 

Over the whole earth's face, 
To gladden the heart of those who sigh 
And lessen their load of misery 

With gleams of your joyous grace. 



flowers, flowers, beautiful flowers. 
Breathing forth fragrance thro' summer hours 

In woods and meadows green, 
Ye are jewels of Nature, bright and fair 
Shedding your lustre everywhere. 

In colours of various sheen. 
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flowers, flowers, beautiful flowers, 
Fairest of all fair Nature's dowers. 

So wondrous pure and sweet, 

1 love ye all, from the regal rose, 
To the modest daisy, e'en that grows 

On the ground beneath our feet. 
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TO A SEDGE-WARBLER. 



Bird ! (concealed in yonder sedge 

That rustles by the water's edge) 

Warbling forth sweet melody 

Of soul entrancing harmony, 

What time the moon, with clouds half hid 

Eests on her star-decked coverlid 

And whilst she dreameth, sweetly smiles 

On tranquil lake, and em*rald isles. 

O lovely bird ! thy warblings rare 

Float stilly on the midnight air 

And softly fall upon the ear 

With rippling cadence soft and clear 

Like mu^c borne on zephyr's wings 

Or moaning of Aolian strings. 

Sweet Bird I when all is hushed and still 

Thou warblest (at thine own sweet will) 
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The praises of the Queen of Night 
And of the quiv'ring orbs of light, 
That sparkle in the ether blue 
Like sunbeams when they glint on dew. 
lone sedge- warbler ! happy sprite ! 
Beneath the moon-beams' misty light 
Thy ever-rapturous trills prolong 
And charm the echoes with thy song ! 
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SPRING. 



SONNET. 



Sweet smiling Spring, with flower enamell'd train 

Doth hither come to cheer the earth again : 

Beneath her beaming smile the fleecy snow 

In sorrow melts away. — ^The rivers flow 

With gliding feet towards the changing sea 

And charm the ear with melting minstrelsy. 

Beneath her beaming smile, the flow'rs arise 

With pearly tear-drops glistening in their eyes, 

And droop their beauteous heads like maidens shy 

Not knowing if 'twere best to smile or sigh. 

The s ongsters sweet from ev'ry shady wood 

Pour forth their songs of joyous gratitude, 

Spring, to thee, because with lavish hand 

Thou show'rest beauties on the laughing land. 

H 
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MEMORIES. 



Tasb thee thy Harp ! 
Awake with gentle touch the sleeping chords, 
And dearest ! sing me once again that song : 
^Tis passing sweet, yet wonderfdllj sad, 
Each trembling note &11S sadlj on mine ear 
Awak'ning memories of bje-gone days 
That bid me wander thro' the misty vale 
Of ranish'd years, to when, each yonthAil hope 
thi-nipt by frosty care, in loveliness 
Bnrst forth : when low'ring clouds of sorrow dread 
Ke'er pass'd athwart my tranquil sky of life. 
When she and J, adown the woodland ways 
Together stroU'di whiUng with loveful talk 
The sombre hours away. What time, we twain 
Beneath some shady tree together sat, 
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And softly sang this sorrow-stiTring song, 
Our voices melting in sweet unison. 
But ah ! those days are pass'd away, each hope 
Ere blooming-tide, was blighted in the bud. 

Sing me that song once more ! it wakes sad thoughts 
But yet 'tis strangely sweet to think — ^to dream — 
Of sorrows pass'd away— to think— to dream — 
Of all the hopes that might have been ! 
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WINTER. 



SONNET. 



Enwrapt in snowy sliroud, Winter, hail ! 
Before thy blasting breath all Nature sighs, 
Each flower beauteous droops its head and dies, 
And thro' the leafless trees, the whistling gale 
Eemorseless sweeps. Hushed are the joyous chants 
That heralded the advent of sweet Spring, 
All songsters cease their songs, save he who haunts 
The dwellings of mankind, when snow-clouds fling 
Their star-shap'd jewels on the sleeping land. 
Sweet Redbreast ! he alone of all the train 
Relies for food upon the kindly hand 
Of man : each morning at the window-pane 
He taps for crumbs : and charms the solitude 
With soothing strains of heart-felt gratitude ! 
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ORPHEUS AND EURYDICE. 



TBAKSLATION. 



ViEGiL, 4th Book Geoeoios. 



The Maiden, when she fled from thee 

Along the river*s bank 
Espied not, beneath her feet, 

Within the herbage rank 
The cruel Hydra lying hid, 

She wretched, doom'd to die. 
But Dryad throngs of equal age 

Fill'd with their wailing cry 
The loftiest Tors. The Thradan rocks. 

And high Pangoeus* Mount, 
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And the Martian shore of Bhesus^ 

Gheta, and Hebrus' fount. 
And Actian Orythia, 

Pour'd back the dismal wail. 
Orpheus assuaging his sad love 

Upon his hollow shell 
Alone mourned jou, tender wife, 

Deserted on the Bank, 
Tmi, when the beauteous day arose, 

Tou when the sweet day sank. 
He enter'd the Tsenarian caves, 

(The lofty gates of Hell) 
And wander'd through the gloomy wood 

With dark fear terrible, 
And visited the Manes dread. 

And Hades' direfiil king, 
And hearts unwonted to be mov'd 

By mortals offering. 
But the thin shades, by Orpheus' song 

From deepest depths of night 
Were greatly mov'd, and shadowy ghosts 

Walk'd destitute of lij^t : 
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As many thottsariids, as when Birds 

Betake them to the grove. 
When Heq)eniSy or winter rains 

From hill-sides bid them rove. 
Husbands and wives, and bodies 

Of bold heroes reft of life, 
And warlike jonths, and maidens fair 

Ne'er called by name of wife. 
And boys before their parents' eyes 

Laid in the cold cold grave, 
Whom the foul mud, and odious reeds 

Of dark Cocytus' wave. 
And the dread marsh with sluggish stream 

Restrains, and Styx pour'd round 
Nine times confines. The dwellings too 

Were startled at the sound — 
And Hades' deepest depths were mov'd, 

And the Ftiri» dread 
Entwining the 0»rulean snakes, 

That curl'd o'er each one's head. 
And Cerberus with triple mouth 

Eestrain'd his angry will, 
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And old Ldon'B circling wheel 

Bj adverse winds stood still, 
And now returning, he had pass'd 

All dangers on the way, 
And lost Eurydice restor'd 

Approach'd the light of day 
Following near (for Proserpine 

Had given this decree) 
When sadden madness seized upon 

The lovers' fantasy : 
(Excusable if Manes dread 

Knew only how to spare) 
He tum'd unmindful, slain by thought, 

And saw his partner fair 
Emerging in the light of Day. 

Then all his labours vain ! 
The treaties of the tyrant Queen 

Were rudely snapp'd in twain, 
And thrice within Avemus' fords 

Was heard the sad refrain. 
" Orpheus ! " she said, " what fury dread 

Hath reft us wretched twain ? 



y Google 



OBPHEVS AKD ETTBYDICE. 81 



Beliold ! the cmel-liearted Fates 

Demand me back again, 
And slumber seals mj glistening eyes 

And now, my love, Adieu ! 
Snrronnded with perpetual night 

I go : and forth to y<^ 
My feeble hands I stretch, Alas ! 

No longer yours," she said, 
And suddenly before his eyes 

In different ways she 4ed 
(As mingles smoke with vapoury air) 

Nor saw she him again, 
Longing to utter many things 

And grasping shades in vain. 
Neither did Charon let him cross 

The intervening sea. 
What should he do ? where should he go ? 

His bride twice snatch'd away. 
How should he soothe the Manes dread 

Or deities of Hell ? 
For now, she'd cross'd the Stygian wave 

In Charon's ice-cold shell* 
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Thej saj that he for seven whole months 

Within a lofty cave 
Bewaird his lost Eurjdice 

Near lonely Strymon's wave, 
And from the icy grot pour'd forth 

His heavy gi^evons wrong, 
Assuaging tigers, moving oaks 

By his mysterious song. 
Just as sorrowing Philomel 

Beneath the poplar shade 
Laments her offspring tender 

That a heartless boor surveyed 
As yet unfledg'd, within the nest 

And robb'd her of, for aye : 
So she bewaileth thro' the night. 

And sitting on a spray 
Benews her mournful song, and fills 

All places far and near, 
With her dwining lamentations 

Divinely sad and clear. 
No tender love, no marriages 

Assuaged his aching breast : 
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Alone thro' fields of Northern ice 

And snowy Don, he press'd : 
And on thro' meads ne'er destitute 

Of crisp Eiphoean firost 
Bewailing his Enrydice 

And Proserpine's behest. 
Which love despised the Thracian Dames 

(Whilst praising Jove divine 
And off 'ring the nocturnal rites 

Of Bacchus crowned with Vine) 
Dispers'd the limbs of Orpheus slain 

O'er all the meadows wide. 
Then when Thracian Hebrus bore 

Upon its central tide 
The head, from whitest neck remov'd. 

The voice and cold tongue cried, 
" Eurydice, ah ! wretched one I " 

The bursting spirit sigh'd : 
"Eurydice!" "Eurydice!" 

The river's banks replied. 
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